P.B. and TCC

Sunday lunchtime, quiet for even a Sunday, Craigendarroch Country Club. The handful of guests were enjoying the soft sounds being produced from yours truly whilst either taking in the beautiful views or slowly reading the Sunday papers. As usual I suggested that if they had any requests to let me know as there was no point in me singing what they didn’t want to hear. Now, under normal circumstances, folks consider this for a couple of songs then wander over to leave a request or two written on a borrowed bar receipt page or whisper their favourite song to you. Hopefully you know the song or, if not, the artist and some other track they’ve recorded or, indeed at a last gasp, a similar styled song.

This day was different as I found myself looking down at a little girl who’d just been fresh from the swimming pool and was enjoying a juice with some adults. She could only have been about 3 or 4 years old with a big cheesy smile. I asked what she would like, she said “Jack and Jill” and ran back to her seat. And why not I thought so I sang her “Jack and Jill”. She clapped enthusiastically along with everyone else in the room. Well, at least I hadn’t alienated my audience. I looked down and there she was again, big cheesy grin, “Incy Wincy Spider”. Sounds good to me I thought and so, there being no other requests and once she was back at her seat I sang Incy Wincy. Fast as a rocket she was out again, still clapping, “Baa Baa Black Sheep”. Just at that point a waiter passing by whispered whether I knew who she was or not. I said I didn’t and he said, “It’s Princess Beatrice.” I looked over at the table and reckoned that the tall young athletic gent was in fact a bodyguard and the two older ladies, ladies-in-waiting. They obviously noted the waiter and smiled and nodded to me. I sang Baa Baa Black Sheep but happened to know the second verse which I used to sing to my own daughter Victoria.

‘Baa Baa white sheep have you any wool

Yes sir, yes sir 3 bags full

One for the dresses, one for the frocks

And one for wee Beatrice with holes in her socks.’

This always elicited a giggle from Victoria when her named popped up in the song and it had the same effect on the young princess. She looked all set to come running up for more requests but the adults obviously felt she might be hogging the show. Up they all got to go but before they left they sent her over to say thank you very much, which she did. Odd to think that I would’ve been talked about in royal circles that afternoon.
